
“From The Living Web”

We must remember. Remember we have forgotten.

From North to South, from East to West, we weave stories. 
In this living web, we weave stories. Together.

They say some time ago a giant cob of sweet corn came from the stars.
It had all the colours, all the powers, all the visions.
Then it divided into four big cobs to walk this Earth:
white, purple, red and yellow corn were formed. 
They spread throughout the Earth
but with time they forgot..
they all came from the same giant maize cob.

We must remember. Remember we have forgotten.

I am from red and white corn.
Time ago the great hand brought me to this island.
And I felt left in the middle of a world that builds walls and cracks bridges.
I saw the darkness and the light fighting out there
but also battling in my own marrow.

But then found new eyes. 
Eyes of pale skins. 
And we looked into each other 
and recognised 
the same sadness and the same needs;
looking for the same bridges,
craving the same affection,
crying from the same loneliness.
And searching endlessly to feel at home again.
And when I looked into those eyes, there were no more shadows.

(“We heal on each other” said an old man from Somerset.)

And we learned 
that we can look together at the world.
We saw that we all have to cross this battlefield we didn't create.
A battlefield of apocalyptic predictions, 
of climate chaos,
of greedy warmongers and global psychopaths;
of brothers and sisters from the same corn
who got lost in the sea pursuing a home,
because brothers and sisters from the same corn 
had forgotten where we all came from.

But now I can hear the seagulls from my homeland



singing through the seagulls of this land, as one.

Some people don't like the seagulls here though.
I think they are wise survivors.
You see, people took their land and their fish,
so they learn to open rubbish bags
and make good use of what others discard. 
I like the seagulls.

In between, everything,
we might as well all be seagulls, 
needing the same water, the same sky;
needing to spread our wings from time to time
to go and see the world.
A world that won't survive 
with us walking alone.
We must fly together.

So, you see?
I've come from so far away...
Will you share this Earth with me?
Will you take care of it with me?
Will you walk it with me?
Will you heal yourself in me?
So I can heal myself in you?

Will you believe
that together 
we may win this?

                   

                                                                                                                                                                        

- Anairda, June 2018
                                                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                                                                                          

                                                                                                                                                              


